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of appeal to prevent the sentence being effective ; and al-
though in the end the appeal was unsuccessful, much water
of the Liffey flowed past Dublin before O'Brien saw the prison
cells, and refused, during his imprisonment, as a protest,
to wear his ec breeches." Indeed, as he admitted in a speech
immediately afterwards, the sole reason for his appeal was
to gain time, and to delay his imprisonment, so that he
could help to carry on the Plan of Campaign, and stir up
trouble for the Government.
They were to meet on many occasions, and Carson was
almost invariably the man chosen to prosecute William
O'Brien, always a dangerous duty to the advocate. Their
relationship became almost a matter of routine, and O'Brien
once said, " This young man thinks he has a passion for
prosecuting me." On appeal from this case, before Mr.
Hamilton, the Recorder of Cork, the menacing attitude of
the crowd became even more critical than at Mitchels-
town : there at least the threats and riot had been outside the
four walls of the Court, but now an effort was made to
break up the session of the Court; the crowd rushed for-
ward to rescue O'Brien and the young prosecutor stood at
his desk with his papers in front of him and a revolver in
his hand for five minutes, keeping the people at bay, till
order had been restored by the police.
So many were their encounters, as advocate and prisoner,
that it is impossible to record them all, but one or two are
worthy of mention. Early in the spring of 1888 Coercion had
made an appreciable effect, and the forces of order were
gaining ground ; but Mr. Balfour made the premature state-
ment in the House of Commons that the Land League was a
thing of the past. This observation was well calculated to
touch O'Brien's vanity, and he was soon in a ferment of
agitation once again. " Balfour has said," he exclaimed,
*e that the League is a thing of the past. We will fasten him
to that phrase, and it will be his epitaph as a statesman. He
is either the most audacious liar that ever swore the lid off
the pot, or the most arrant donkey that ever floundered up
, to his neck in an Irish bog? and some 10,000 people will
contradict him next Sunday. . . , It is not the Mitchelstown